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the feeling that she had given herself away was a very
different thing.

" Do you mind if I just ask at the Bishop's Head for
letters ? " he said, as they passed the old hotel.

A dirty and thin envelope was brought to him
addressed " Mr. Richard Shelton, Esq.," in a hand-
writing passionately clear, as though the writer had
put his soul into securing delivery of the letter. It
was dated three days back, and, as they rode away,
Shelton read as follows :

" IMPERIAL PEACOCK HOTEL,

" FOLKESTONE.
" MON CHER MONSIEUR SHELTON,

" This is already the third time I have taken up pen
to write to you, but, having nothing but misfortune to
recount, I hesitated, awaiting better days. Indeed,
I have been so profoundly discouraged that if I had not
thought it my duty to let you know of my fortunes I
know not even now if I should have found the neces-
sary spirit. Les choses vont de mal en maL From what
I hear there has never been so bad a season here.
Nothing going on. All the same, I am tormented by
a mob of little matters which bring me not sufficient
to support my life. I know not what to do; Doe
thing is certain, in no case shall I return here another
year. The patron of this hotel, my good employer, is
one of those innumerable specimens who do not forge
or steal, because they have no need, and if they had
would kck the courage; who observe the marriage
laws because they have been brought up to believe
in them, and know that breaking them brings risk and
loss of reputation; who do not gamble because they
dare not; do not Jriflk because it disagrees with them;